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The robe, the tunic, The wear, the mode of flesh and bone. The weight of all Into an avian ecstasy!
Ash flies and
Stripes the skies;
Holy ash from the snowy vairo
May (Be) the third eye.
The sun for all suns.
Vow to shine ever, upon.
Our swift body-rovers.
Look at the temple top
There, is he tit as a lamp
Our King Mci-p-Porul,
Reverent and devout.
Mending j»U.
Reconciling all*
F.nHjng all passion.
Purging out
The all-destroying time.
There he is.
Pure light that stares
At all arrows, all weaponry
In which man trusts.
Light never fears to win life.
From the lap of mother earth.
Piety doesn't perish when men die.
Search for the open books
Search for the echoes
Above the storm of thoughts.
It is a day
We never thought to see.
It is a day
That guards and guides us happily
upon our OrtWARD way.
(curtain.)dy-dad.
